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An experience shared is a continuing joy, when it can edify or help in 
some way. Everyone on the planet eexth is growing and learning, and all experi¬ 
ences are wondrous in this experiential world from the standpoint of soul growth. 

My experience in the Mojave Desert is uniquely different, and it has been 
my observation over fifteen years of reseerch into Unidentified Flying Objects that 
each sighting report is unique and different in eone way. Experience with space¬ 
craft goes back through history and is recorded in Sanskrit, the earliest kr.ovr 
language on earth. All cultures have reported the visitors from Bpace, all nations 
have their record of them, all religions have some mention of them using various 
names, such as, host of heaven, chariots of the gods, wheel of Ezekiel, etc. 

In our examination of ideas and whether to believe or disbelieve, ve 
should add a third category: put it on the mental shelf. Take it down for 
occasional review as further information becomes available, and our scope of 
life expands. 

That which stretches the imagination of one generation becomes the 
acceptance level of the next. 


WA 7 NE SULO AHO 


"He made the worlds, and Ee made them to be inhabited. 
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MOJAVE DESERT EXPERIENCE 


On the Mojave Desert at the full moon of May, 1957, * spacecraft landed 
near me and guided me throughout the night* Prophecies were given to me concern¬ 
ing the destiny of the planet and its civilisation* I was instructed about certain 
crisis periods for the world, the probable outcome of these, 'and my part in them* 
The experience was profound and ohanged the oourse of my life. It is reoorded 
herewith for posterity and for anyone who can benefit from it* 

As I have analyzed this experience over the years, I realise there is a 
whole life sequence involved. Events leading up to it began early in life in the 
hills near Woodland, Washington, where I was bom. One of the keys and perhaps 
the most important, occurred at the age of twelve on a warm sunny day in summer. 

I went to a hill locally known as Shoemaker Mountain overlooking the valley where 
the Lewis River joins the Columbia. As I remember, I had been reading about the 
Lewie end Clark expedition and thinking about the work of the pioneers to open 
up the west* Ify father and mother had cleared a farm out of the forest nine miles 
from Woodland. Father had described how he built the first road of three or 
four miles with only hand tools. 

On this day for some reason, led probably by spirit, I walked to this hill 
and sat on a stump looking out over the valley* Relow ley a panorama of beauty* 

The Levis River, named after the explorer, was the final lap of Lewis and Clark 
as they followed the Columbia to the Pacifio Ocean. In the distance were neat 
feme with fences, outlying’ buildings, and roads going down the valley toward 
Woodland. On a clear day, from this point one could see as far as the Three 
Sisters Mountain in central Oregon* All through my childhood years, I had the 
privilege of living where vision was unobstructed for hundreds of miles* This 
view of a far distant horizon from a high elevation was helpful all through life 
for a mind to develop broad vision* 

As I sat in introspection, suddenly I felt a "thrill" feeling which started 
at the top of my head and went down my entire spine* In later life, I learned 
this was one indication of the presence of a spiritual being. As this feeling 
came, I asked within myself "What does this mean, this wonderful feeling?" To 
my inner hearing, not from my own mind, came the answer, clear and perfects 

"There is something you can do during this lifetime that will be of 
benefit to your civilization." I remember clearly each word to this day* Hy 
feeling was net fearful but rather one of humility* I slid down from the stump 
and walked home slowly, deep in thought, wondering what a skinny kid of twelve 
could do to help a civilization* That was a real big word. 

I told no one of my experience, not even my brothers or sisters to whom 
I was very cloBe, In my nightly prayers I began to inolude the words "Father, I 
want to be ready." This went on through the months and years* As I look back on 
this experience, I realize that certain events and realizations have been a result 
of that prayer* Throughout my life I felt very keenly about the destructive 
horror of war, and the thought dawned that I might have something to do with 
ending war. Even the country of Libya came to my consciousness as a Beene where 
this might happen in the future. 


WAR AS A TEACHER 


As a young man f through circumstances seemingly beyond my control, I was 
drawn into the national guard, which became the Army of the United States by con¬ 
gressional action, I progressed through the ranks to First Sergeant in Alaska 
where unit wae assigned to hold the frontier even before the outbreak of wax 
with Japan, I was to see war at its fullest as part of my realization for this 
lifetime. The scene changed to North Carolina for officer training, to Texas 
for training in amphibious warfare, to England, and to Omaha Beach, where I par¬ 
ticipated in the D-Day landings with my unit in support of the First Infantry 
Division, Immediately after came five campaigns in rapid succession covering 
many European countries. The end of the European War found us at the borders 
of Czechoslovakia, 

An important pert of my search came in the countries of France, Belgium, 
Holland, Luxembourg, Germany, and Czechoslovokia. A question uppermost in my mind 
was "Are people the seme in all nations, even those we call •enemy*?" Tty question 
was answered by the discovery that in all these countries even under war conditions, 
people are the same. They all want better education for their children, comfort¬ 
able homes, friendly companions, and a hope for the future. Many of my off mom¬ 
ents were spent in philosophical discussions with new friends in foreign countries, 

I found the language barrier could be overcome by a higher communication through 
the desire of the soul to understand,.,,,.,..From the boy on the hill in Washington 
to Alaska, Normandy, and Czechoslovokia, all was part of a greater preparation to 
be ready for a new assignment. 

One thing that happened in Alaska should be mentioned, for it brought 
deep reflection on the reason behind events. The Friday before Pearl Harbor was 
attacked, the Alaska Defense Command was warned of an impending Japanese attack 
on either Alaska or Hawaii. We were informed that this would be an act of war 
and were placed on full alert beginning Friday evening, December fifth. Sunday 
morning we were horrified to hear of a "surprise" attack on Pearl Harbor in Hawaii. 
•#,.,#,,War f too, is a teacher. 

After World War II at about the age of twenty-nine, I asked a question 
deep in my consciousness, "What about my mission in life told to me at the age of 
twelve? Ib the experience still ahead of me, or have I lost the way having seen 
war again with its awful devastation?" I was there as it wae happening and had 
experienced it. The feeling through this life has been that this is not new to 
my soul, that I have seen war over and over again in battles without number. In 
about three days, , my question was answered: "If it happens, it will be when you 
are about forty years of age," I have since learned that the ages of twelve and 
forty are two significant periods in the life cycle. 

In afterthought, I note there was no condemnation for any experiences in 
war. It seemed all that was part of the growing realization of the soul and that, 
regardless of the emotions and tragedies of war, similar beings are walking in 
uniforms of other countries, alike in their desire for life and a hope for the 
future. Earth has experienced war for thousands of years. Although in essence 
a tragedy, war has challenged mankind to move ahead through its very threat to 
human survival. I see now that my training as a Combat Intelligence Officer 
was of great help in my present field of lecturing; for example, when you are 
solving a problem, if you throw away one scrap of information, you may be throwing 
away the very key to its solution, 
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NEW HORIZONS 


The next phase of my life was one of hard physical work in the logging 
industry of northern California in a family venture. I could have stayed active 
in the military, but I felt that ny mind would have stagnated in military life* 

I ohose the challenge of civilian life in a business calling for engineering and 
management experience. Those who have oonduoted a logging operation know the 
learning is vast indeed, from fighting fires and reforestation to managing many 
types of men in a work crew. It is a hazardous operation with long hours of 
physical exertion, with every type of challenge, and with heavy equipment opera¬ 
tion. This too was preparation for that whioh was coming. Challenges to a 
lecturer in a brand new field are every bit as great as those in the logging 
field, demanding great endurance both physioal and mental. 

My first clearcut telepathic experience with those who fly the spacecraft 
came about 1948 while I was operating a noisy D-7 logging tractor or bulldozer. 

I had read in the newspaper of an airplane crash with no survivors. Observers 
in the area noted Unidentified Flying Objects near the scene of the crash during 
the three days following. As I operated the bulldozer, I asked "Who are these 
strange beings flying their craft at *the scene, and why are they there?" The 
answer that came was amazing, "We are the oaretakexs of the souls of the dead." 

1 was certain this had not come from my own mind, and it caused me to 
wonder who or what was on the other end of this communication line and how It 
worked. (Also, is there a Valhalla for earth's heroes?) I began to watsh the 
impressions that came to me and to follow directions when they were given to the 
best of my ability. I was to disoorer that these were the crude beginnings of 
what was to develop as a clear and concise method of instruction and communication. 

This began the search into other realms to find the source of the o omn l- 
cation. It drew me into libraries for certain bookB and to odd places to meet 
certain people. I felt a tremendous urgency to INCW THE ANSWER. I had to find it* 

I read books such as "The Magic of Believing* 1 by Claud Bristol and "Kinship with 
all Life" by Boone, a story of telepathy between a dog and a man. I read every¬ 
thing I could find about Extra-Sensory Perception, about the experiments by Dr. Rhine 
at Duke University, about Edgar Cayce, the sleeping prophet of Virginia Beach} ; 
and about the continuity of life. My search has reached into every oorner ef the 
earth and involves the legends of the Vikings, the mystic language of Finland's 
Kalevala, Hindu teachings, and wisdom teachings of every age. 

About the year 1953 I became aware of an impending danger cycle on the 
earth from the nuclear threat. I was beginning to FEEL events on earth coming 
to an hour of decision (lhave learned to examine words such as "I feel it in my 
bones). My ever deeper realization is that man has a recording device that tells 
him many things, even the future. 

The next important experience in my life oame while moving heavy equipment 
in the mountains east of Eureka, California, I awakened one night after an experi¬ 
ence where I was looking upward from within the earth. In the heavens above the 
earth's shell, I saw a brilliant white flash in the skies. Immediately afterward, 

I Bav a craok open up in a jagged line two-thirds of the way from horizon to 
horizon. The thought flowed through my mind that this could be a crack in the 
surface of the earth. I was in a state bordering on shock until morning. With 
the development of nuolear weapons on the planet, I wondered if this oould indi¬ 
cate a nuclear catastrophe. (Months later, I read Orpheo Angelucci's account of 
a man-made disaster in the final phases of the earth—"Secrets of the Saucers.") 





STACKCI-tAFT CCBSVmiCj; /'• G/il-T l^CCK 


The morning following my experience, I told an employee and friend about it, 
and he too expressed concern* I asked him if he would accompany me to a convention 
on spacecraft at Giant Rock in Yucoa Valley, California* which was scheduled two 
weeks in the future. He said he would, and we made plans to attend. 

We drove to the site by midnight Saturday when the convention was in full 
swing. The next morning- at breakfast, I met toy brother Arthur. After our morning 
greeting, almost his first words were a description of a speaker on the first day 
who told of an experience similar to mine, wherein he sew g white flash in the sky 
and a crack going two-thirds of the way from horizon to horizon. I asked when 
the vision had come to this person and was told about two weeks ago on a Tuesday 
night, which corresponded exactly with the time of vision. The main question 
in my mind was "Why was this presented to my consciousness? Is this a warning 
of tragedy, and can it be prevented?" 

When the convention was over, I spent the night with my brother in Hayward, 
California. His home was on the edge of the Hayward airport. I awakened in the 
early morning hours with the instruction to go for a walk. I got out of bed and 
put on my clothes and shoes and went outside, through the back fenoe, and onto the 
airfield. About twenty-five feet from the fence, I was surprised to find that my 
steps were being guided, that there was a focus of energy contacting two glands in 
my lower back just below the waist, known as trunk nerve centers. These were used 
to guide me very much as you would guide a horse with reins. I was walked through 
various patterns and designs until I had covered the distance across the field to 
the hangars. This was a new and amazing experience, and I wondered what manner 
of intelligence was doing this. 

When I reached the airport buildings, I waited about twenty minutes, and 
nothing happened. I asked "What do I do now?" The answer came, "Go back." I 
walked back toward my brother's house and again the energy contacted my lower back 
and guided me along footpaths, bridges, and over rough places right to the back 
door of Arthur's house. Later in the day I told Arthur of this strange experience. 
We were both mystified. 

True to the prophecy, by the age of thirty-nine, a great hunger to know the 
answers to life had come into my soul# Wy vision of the crack in the earth had 
aroused in me an ever growing desire to know my part in planetary affairs. My 
former conoepts of the world were changing rapidly. The question of the final 
destiny of the planet and its life was now often in my thoughts. 

INITIATION ON THE HIGH DESERT 

The next chapter opened when I again attended the Giant Rook convention the 
following year. This was the fourth annual gathering attracting many thousands. 

I drove my car to Arthur's home in Hayward, and together we went to a lecture by 
Howard Monger from New Jersey in a nearby town. He recounted an experience with 
space visitors. On the way there, I sat in a draft which hit my neck and affected 
certain glands, causing great discomfort the following day. 

With his wife Aldene and myself, Arthur flew to Yucca Valley in his Piper 
Tripacer, watching the skies for what were being called "flying Baucers." During 
the flight, Arthur told me some of the highlights of a trip he took with George 
Van Tas&el, the sponsor of the Giant Rock conventions and manager of the airstrip 
there. Arthur told of strange happenings with the compass of the plane when they 
saw spacecraft in the vicinity. 




Arthur landed his plane at the Giant Rock airstrip in time to watch an 
ever growing number of people arriving by plane and auto for the weekend gathering* 

They brought tents and campers and spread over the desert landscape* Threading 
their way through the yucca and desert growth, they found campsites and prepared 
for two days of upliftment and spiritual searching. 

Saturday morning. May 11, 1957f speakers from all over the country started 
to speak of their encounters with spacecraft and the beings in them. Toward late 
afternoon, I began to visit the various campfires which people were building to 
prepare their evening meal* At that time, my main desire was just to have a re¬ 
laxed evening, communicating with people and making new friends. Without any 
particular warning, I began to notice that my conversations with strangers and 
friends were taking a new twist. They were becoming deep, philosophical discus¬ 
sions. Questions asked by total strangers were drawing profound answers and 
interpretations from the depths of my consciousness. 

My mind recorded the observation that this was like being put through an 
examining board. I felt that the questions were being directed to me for a definite 
reason and that there was a power or motivation behind the questions of which the 
questioner was not aware* I went from camp to camp, and the pattern continued* 

The confirmation that something unusual was happening came as I walked south of 
the huge object named Giant Rock. The energy I had encountered a year ago on the 
Hayward airport again contacted my lower back, and I was guided to walk in a circle 
about sixty feet in diameter* My inner thought was "I'm glad X f m not being observed* 
This would look ridiculous*" 

When I had indicated that I was willing to follow this direction, which 
lightly guided my body but did not take it over, I was walked toward Giant Rook 
on a collision course with a woman* It was apparent I was to speak with her, so 
as she approached, I turned and began to walk beside her. I introduced myself and 
asked her where she was from* She said she and her husband were from Orange County, 
California, and asked me if I knew of Dr. Walter Russell and his teachings* I 
answered that I had opened his book "The Divine Iliad" and found an answer to a 
deep question of mine. She said she and her husband were both students of Dr* Russell* 

We walked a short distance together and approached a campfire* Then she 

turned and looked at me, and again came that strange, deep question from a Btrangar. 

I felt an influence wanting to ask this question of me through this person* For a 

moment she hesitated as though she did not wish to speak* The influence became 

stronger, and the question burst forth from her, "What do you think of George 
Adamski? He says hiB experience with a spacecraft was real and physical, but 
that Dan Fry and Dana Howard and some others have had an extra sensory or psychic 
experience. What do YOU think about ESP?" 

The answer which came from my lips amazed my own ears* I said, "ESP is a 
misnomer* There is no Extra Sensory Perception. There is an Inner Sensory Per¬ 
ception, something you have that you have developed over perhaps eons of time, and 
you have it because you have qualified for it." While I was reflecting on those 
wordB, the woman excused herself sayirg she must join her friends and left. An 
electrical energy went up and down my left arm many times, and I thought, "What in 
the world is this?" The answer came, "You remember as a child you would go to 
carnivals and watch the various contests, especially the one where a man would 
swing a heavy mallet and strike a pedestal. A sharp, true blow caused a metal ring 
to go clear to the top of the pole and ring a bell. Three rings of the bell 
brought a prize. This is like that. You have given the correct definition for 
ESP* It is truly Innei- Sensory Perception." 
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Right after this, the energy in my hack took me across the airstrip and 
out into the desert toward Twenty Nine Palms. It was nearly ten p.m,,and a full 
moon was overhead. I watched the nearby hills to keep my bearings, as I walked 
through the yucca and desert growth. Then my attention was drawn to an object 
in the sky to my left which was pulsing like a star but at a slower rate and which 
seemed to be closer than the stars. Suddenly it flashed an orange light, and I 
thought "What is this strange star-like object flashing oolor?" Then it started 
toward me from about eighteen miles away. It swept across the sky as a beautiful 
majestic egg-shaped light, white in color, and stopped directly in front of me 
a thousand to fifteen hundred feet above the desert floor and a quarter of a mile 
away. There it changed to a crimson sphere about twenty-five feet in diameter. 

Just previously I had seen a car careening wildly in the direction of 
Giant Rock with its occupants apparently frightened by the craft. I felt no fear 
and walked toward the object, sending out the thought, "You are obviously one of 
these ships. I want to see you land and find out what you are." In a few minutes, 
the object began to glide downward and landed about two miles from me, changing 
back to a white egg-shaped light. 

At this point I will mention that I met two witnesses the following morn¬ 
ing who saw the crimson sphere in the sky. They checked their watches and noted 
the time was just 10s50 p.m. They continued to observe the light and watched it 
land. 

My immediate reaction was to wonder why the ship had to land so far away. 

I was having considerable pain from the glandular swelling, and every step w&b 
misery. As if in answer, a consciousness conveyed this message to me, "This is 
very important. If possible, you should go through this now." The pain continued 
throughout the night and approximately eighteen miles of walking. 

The landscape stood out in the full moon for several hundred feet, and I 
kept wondering what the object would look like close up. I have had a great deal 
of experience in surveying and pacing off distances, and I walked until I was sure 
I had covered the two miles between me and where the craft had landed. When T 
reached that point, there was nothing in sight. The craft simply was not visible. 

I was to learn that the ship was not of this dimension and could only be seen when 
in motion, and then I believe I va6 seeing the energy field of the ship, rather 
than its configuration. 

Guided always by the energy in my baok, I walked again in a circle, about 
thirty feet in diameter. This indicated, I think, the place where the craft had 
landed. I completed the circle and was directed to 6top; then I was turned in a 
clockwise pivot, and a very strange thing happened. At regular points in the circle 
when my face pointed in that direction, I heard a bird sing. This happened at seven 
different points in the circle. This was repeated, with seven birdB singing when I 
faced them; then there was silence. In all my experience with nature, I have 
never heard a bird sing at night. 

Ity interpretation was that thiB conveyed information about the performance 
of a spiritual mission in timeB past; this may .be the third time around for me. 
Symbolism of earlier times on earth indicate that birds were used as messengers 
of God; also, that seven is a very significant number. I pivoted several times 
more, then Btopped when nothing more happened. I voiced my thanks to the beings 
whose presence I felt near me. As my voioe went out, I was surprised to hear 
these words added from my consciousness, "Millions of bouIs upon the earth are 
awakening. I believe this civilization can be saved." 
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This startled me somewhat, and I lapsed into silence, I had also spoken 
aloud the question, "Is the Lord present?” and received no answer. At this point 
nothing more was happening, so I began to walk toward the south, dissecting the 
earlier circle I had walked, I felt a sudden chill, which lasted until I reached 
the outside of the ciTcle. I felt I had walked through the ship's energy field. 

About seventy feet on, I looked back over my shoulder, wondering about the 
strange things that had occurred, and I saw the craft rising from the desert floor 
at an angle. It was about sixty feet in the air, end I observed that it had ahole 
in its center. It was now a circle of white fire, and I was convinced I was seeing 
the energy of the ship manifesting in our atmosphere. Thinking I should follow it, 

I turned and ran after it, but a pressure in front of me indicated not to go that 
way but to follow the original course. 

As I was guided into various places on the desert for one unusual experience 
after another, I began to realize that this was a cosmic initiation for which I had 
somehow qualified. From this and future events, I learned that the subtle or unseen 
things in life have vital meaning and that we should become more aware of then. The 
atom, although unseen, has tremendous power which can be photographed and observed, 

* 

At one time during this night, I was guided between long lines of beings 
whose presence I felt rather than saw, as though in a military inspection. At 
another tine, fire fell out of the sky toward the earth, and my course was altered 
to that site. A pressure upon my shoulders told me I should go to my knees and 
pray, and this I did. As I repeated the Lord’s Prayer, I felt others joining me. 
Then an energy went around the top of ay head in a clockwise motion, as though a 
recording was being taken of my consciousness. When this stopped, I rose to my 
feet and walked on, still under guidance. 

The meaning of this initiation is hard to describe, I felt a little like 
a head of oabbage with one leaf at a time being removed until I stood naked, I 
had no fear or shame with this. In other words, in ay true nature I had nothing 

to hide, I have tried to apply this teaching to all whom I contact, that we are 

innately good and need not fear to be known in our true state, 

WORLD CRISIS PERIODS FORETOLD 

The moon was now setting and casting faint shadows in front of me. Keep¬ 
ing on eye on the hills as I walked, I saw what appeared to be a black hole in my 
path, and ray heart sank. I felt that if I walked into that hole, it would symbolize 
a disaster for the civilization or for me personally. As I approaohed the hole, I 
saw that it had a sloping ramp on the right. I decided it had been dug for use in 
artillery or tank maneuvers. Signs I saw the next morning indicated this to be a 
marine corps training area, 

I was guided to step down to the edge of the ramp. To my left was a drop¬ 
off of about four feet, I walked along the edge of this symbolic and actual prec¬ 

ipice, and these words were conveyed to my consciousness, "Your civilization is on 
the edge of a precipice, and only the spiritually motivated people can guide your 
civilization OR A REMNANT OF IT through the critical days ahead," 

I stepped up from the ramp breathing a sigh of relief and thought, "That's 
close, but we can make it." I am an optimist by nature. I was walked about one 
hundred and fifty feet farther and came to another hole exactly the same as the 
first. Again I experienced a sinking feeling as of despair or danger. I was 
guided on the very edge of the precipice. The dirt was crumbling under my shoes. 
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I was told, "The responsibility is very great. There is no room for 
mistakes," I stepped back to the desert floor with a greet feeling of relief. 

It was close, but we could make it. I felt I had been shown two crisis periods 
that our civilization would face sometime In the future. 

Perhaps ten years later, while lecturing at Santa Barbara, California, 

I was given direction to write to Central Intelligence Agency to tell them the 
first criBis was approaching. (This agency interviewed me on my experience with 
the craft shortly after this.) I wrote the letter and then watched the news media 
for world events of a crisis nature. Then cauie the sudden outbreak of the Israel- 
Arabic war, a matter which is still crucial and a threat to world peace. 

About a year and a half passed, and I was again instructed to write to 
Central Intelligence Agency and tell them the second crisis was approaching. 

This would be monetary and other things. Again I watched the news media. Sud¬ 
denly the British pound was devalued. There was great trouble on Cyprus, end 
the United States sent a mediator to attempt to settle that. Then came the sledge 
hammer blowx the United States Navy announced the seizure of the ship PUEBLO on 
the high seas. 

In the past, whenever a ITavy ship web seized, we had gone to war. This 
time we did not. The men and officers were in captivity for about a year. Then 
the most powerful nation in the world apologized to the small nation of North 
Korea. The men were released. Immediately the apology was rescinded. 

THE BIRD WITH THE BROKER SONG 

The final incident came as the sun wes coming up. I was being guided 
along a footpath in the desert when ay heart was gripped by the sound of a bird 
which sang halfway through its song, and then its voioe broke as if in anguish, 

Hy mind voiced the question, "What iB this symbolism? Is this the sadness of the 
planet, or is this a soul In anguish?" The thought was horrifying, and my prayerB 
went out to the bird even before I sew it. 

I came to where the bird was, and to my surprise it did not fly away. 

It was a few feet to the right of the path I was following. I was pressed to 
my knees with the feeling that I could pray for this bird. I began to repeat 
silently various affirmations, such "With God all things are possible," and 
"Nothing is impossible." I was pleased to find the bird responding. It began 
to sing through its whole song. 

I now felt this is enough. I was full to the throat level in a symbolic 
sense, and I began to walk back to Giant Pock. I kept hoping the bird would 
continue to sing its whole song. I had walked about twenty feet when the song 
broke again, and I went back. Again I prayed for understanding and for healing. 
Again the bird began to Bing through its whole song. I rose to my feet end 
started back to Gi?nt Rock. As far bb I could hear, the bird continued its 
song in full throat. I felt very good about that. 

As I walked I kept watching the object which had landed a few hours before. 
It was now about one hundred and fifty or two hundred feet to my left. It vee 
flying about the same speed I was walking andin the same direction. As the sun 
came up and I approached the first campsite, the thought was sent to me from 
beings in the craft, "We will be with you," 
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A number of tines in the past fifteen years, I have felt the presence and 
help of the beings in that craft. From my years of study, I now believe that the 
ship was from Venus and that it was named "Vesuvius" for reasons whioh I am still 
evaluating. 

Several times I noticed a strange thing about the craft. It would go 
right through desert growth without harming it in any way, proving the dimensional 
factor. I believe many of the spacecraft visiting the earth operate on higher 
dimensions, traveling through time and space instantaneously, unlimited by our 
slower concepts of travel. These ships have been helping the earth through count¬ 
less eons of time without earth people being aware of their assistance. 

The sun was well over the horizon when I came to the camp of a California 
couple and their daughter. They looked at me as I walked out of the desert and 
asked me if I would like to join them for breakfast. We ate quietly, and I was 
grateful for this. Later they told me I was the most serious man they had ever 
seen, and they had a feeling not to ask me any questions. 

After breakfast they invited me to ride back to Giant Rook with them, 
and I accepted. Only then did I tell them a little about the landing. They 
said they knew the ship had been there and had seen it at exaotly 10:30 p.m. 

"YOU ARE CHOSETI" 

When the convention was over, we flew back to Hayward, and I returned 
to my home, which was then in Crescent City, California. I waited to see what 
would happen as a follow-up to that amating experience which I didn't talk much 
about. Two weeks later I received a telepathic contact and was told "You are 
chosen." 


I was alone in my living room at the time and began to pace the floor. 

Soon the question came, "Aren't you joyous?" My answering thought was, "I'm 
thinking about how big the job is." 

Within a few days, J was on my way to Washington, D. C. f leaving my home, 
family, and friends. After I bought my airline ticket, I had thirty-four dollars. 
This was my initial investment for a work covering more than a million miles of 
travel in fifteen years. Monetary needs have always been met as long as the 
direction was followed and contaots made. I have chosen not to set fees for 
lectures or for counseling, and the work has continued to ino rease in scope. 

The first night in a Washington hotel cost me seven dollars. The following 
day I found a friend who gave me lodging and some help with contacts, and I began 
to call on each senator and congressman personally. Central Intelligence Agency 
contacted me early in 1958 about my experience on the Mojave Desert. I later 
learned that Dr. Morris Jessup, who vas working closely with certain government 
agencies, had told them I knew more about flying Baucers than anyone east of the 
Mississippi River. 

For two and a half hours, they asked me a great number of questions about 
the meaning of spacecraft visitation, biblical and spiritual connotations, and if 
this was the millenium. Tty answer was that this is the millenium and that we are 
nearing the time of Armageddon. They were especially interested in hearing the 
full experience with the craft. They took extensive notes, and I feel they also 
made a recording of our interview. As I was leaving, they asked me, "Vhat are 
you going to do now?" I said, "I am going to carry a program to Congress and 
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ask for public hearings and carry an educational program to the American people." 
They smiled, shook hands, and said, "That is wonderful/* 

It took me nearly a ^ear to call on the more than six hundred senators 
and congressmen in the nation's capitol. I gave them printed literature and 
asked for public ’curings on the subject of Unidentified Plying Objects* I found 
they, too, had seen craft but when I left their offices, they all requested that 
I not mention their names in talking with the public. I have honored this request. 

Two lecturers in the UPO field came to Washington and requested my help 
with talks in Philadelphia and New York City. This opened the next phase and 
started my lecturing on the subject of UPO and the formation of clubs around the 
country. Some of the clubs axe still active and the sightings continue, convinc¬ 
ing ever growing numbers that the visitation is true and has a great meaning to 
the planet. 

We have passed through an era of millions of sightings and many mixed 
emotions of those who have had experience with the craft. We are now entering 
the second wave which, in my estimation, will be the most conclusive part. All 
mankind will awaken out of slumber into realization of the times and that we must 
face our responsibilities of evolving the planet into the new space age, solving 
our problems as we go. It is time for thinkers. There is no time in the history 
of the world when thinkers ere more needed then now. May this be your challenge, 
as it has been mine. 
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